Houseboat Journey from Worcester to Kinver 


Remains of Pat’s Diary 


14th — 28th September 1949 





Peter and Pat Hague were taking their houseboat from Worcester via Birmingham 
to Kinver, where they planned to live. Peter had built it up from a work boat at 
Worcester while working at Archdales engineering company. He was 27 at the 
time, and Lynette just two and a half. 


Wednesday 14” 


Started out Wednesday. Mr Davis helps us through first few locks. Engine giving 
trouble. Valuable lessons on manoeuvring locks. Bubbs wants to stop at each 
lockhouse and play with the dogs and children. 


First night spent by lock outside Droitwich. Not a great distance covered, feeling 
very tired. Peter spends his time trying to steer with head in engine. We attack 
many of the banks. I spend my time polling in the front with Bubbs yelling in the 
rear. We go through a tunnel without lights and take off the near window. Bubbs 
and I are standing by the other one. Deaf old chap sells us tomatoes. 


Thursday 15% 


Take our time starting. Blackberries for breakfast. No brown bread to be had, but 
a pint of milk. We stop at wharf to pick up water, milk and a bit of bread from 
house overlooking canal. Little boy plays with Bubbs and lends her his toys. She 
is very loath to part. Pleasant woman, friendly ducks and houseboat covered with 
canvas. 


Sunk boat, rushes and water lilies make lovely water garden. 


At the corner after the smithy we pass the young couple with the kid the same age 
as Lynette. Another couple — strangers to the run — got stuck here for two hours 
but caught us up later on. We had a fine race for a few locks but they passed us in 
the end. They offered to tow us through, said they’d wait half an hour, but although 
we struggled manfully on, engine trouble and empty stomachs beat us. 


Round sandy bank, and then come the locks — beautiful country. We shoot the 
locks but the bounce is awful. Lose the shock-absorber. 


Friday 16% 


Watercress in plenty, but no blackberries. The two old people who own boats on 
this run passed early closing the locks against us, unfortunately. But it was good 
to have a word or two of advice from the seasoned old bargee. He was very helpful 
and understanding of our rather clumsy ways — not like some! 


We took 1% hours to reach Tardebigge, where we stayed the night and had to 
decide the fateful question — be towed by the tug or go under our own power 
through the tunnel. The wind in that final 400 yards was so strong we had to have 
help to moor her. The married couple with a boat full of children arrived to await 
the tug and further complicated the problem. 


The Tardebigge tunnel was 580 yards long, a third of a mile. Tugs with big engines 
came roaring through and we could have been smashed to matchsticks 


Saturday 17” 


Up at 6.30 for the trip through the tunnels, which after all proved very uneventful 
and pleasant. After a night fitfully dreaming of mountain-high locks, sinking boats 
in dark tunnels, sailing on the rubber float, the sole relic of some fearful accident, 
I awoke tired and very frightened but determined to take the opportunity of the tug 
and middle place in the line, if possible. The tug owner, a friendly bulldog type, 
agreed and hitched us up solidly to his tug with empty josser hooked on behind. 
Before we had time for second thoughts, away we went. After 7% hour Peter’s 
plaintive complaints of cold brought me to the realisation that we might live 
through the ordeal and food and drinks were in order. 


After goodbyes and a rest, we cruised on to Kings Norton. Very shallow and 
difficult to negotiate, but now the time had come to decide whether to go by the 
Stratford or Grand Union. After much discussion with a very friendly lockkeeper 
and telephone calls to the inspector we reluctantly decided to go the long way 
round. (Actually. I was very pleased — had had enough of weeds sticking in the 
engine). 


Sunday 18” 


Sunday we stay at Kings Norton to visit Countisbury. (Peter’s father’s house in 
Dorridge) 


Monday 19" 


From Kings Norton to the heart of Birmingham today. Quite a good trip — and 
quite impossible but for the old lockkeeper , who came along and helped us through 
the 19 locks. 


Through a world that seemed to have been created by Dickens, Walpole and Victor 
Hugo all working over time together. Fantastic jumbles of buildings and bridges. 
Dark water alleys going goodness knows where. A bay window stuck on a curving 
wall before a medieval bridge and something like a guild hall or church stuck on a 
bridge both stay in mind. Switchback bridges leading into factories and 
warehouses. Fantastic old locks — nowhere for the steersman to leap out, just 
enough room with the door opening the wrong way. 


No bread, no milk. Five locks, and darkness falls as we tie up at an empty wharf 
just by the railway. 


Tuesday 20% 


Woke early this morning and got away to a good start. Mostly near the railway — 
and ugly as only railway surrounds can be. 


Found we had to pay an extra 26s, when hopes had been raised on passing previous 
lockkeeper intact. 


Had a good look inside family boats run by dark-haired women. Lace and painted 
china over the stove. Bright lino outside the cabin and on the step. Castles and 
roses on the doors. A solitary bachelor followed with enormous engine and 
everything spick and span. 


Engine trouble — but we reach Catherine-de-Barnes, where we ravenously 
consume large meal — nothing but an odd slice of toast since breakfast. I do the big 
wash. 


Wednesday 21" 


Still at Catherine-de-Barnes. Wind high, put off start. Swept through boat, first 
time since we started and did some more washing. 


Mooring fast, but boat comes by at a hell of a lick — driven by young boy — and 
breaks the rope, so we’re in the midstream again. This time we bring out the wire 
tie ups. Others come by, but slow and considerate. All the boats seem to come in 
twos along this canal — wife being pulled in the rear boat. The locks, so we’re told, 
hold two boats a time. One boat just told us it took them three days from London. 
Pretty good going! 


Four boats tie up by us after dark. Came in with no lights but creeping very slowly. 
Thursday 22"4 


We make an early start, but get stuck on a sand bank round the third bridge. A 
friendly youth assists us with a horse, but to no avail — everything breaks. 10.30 
comes a boat to tow us off with ease. Very nice young people — “We’re always 
ready to lend a hand in need,” said the girl. 


Through the big locks, with engine failing. A stop to right it, and then right on in 
fine style to the Stratford canal. 


So far the Grand Union had been a bit uninviting, with the big boats churning by 
and wide banks. But suddenly, as we rounded the bend, we entered a different 
world. 


Insidious duckweed covered the surface of the water and spangled the dilapidated 
lock gates — we seemed to have gone back in time a hundred years! 


Tuesday 27" 
Sudden difficulties: 


Steering wire breaking between rudder and engine. Engine suddenly giving out 
from number of causes. A corner too steep for the speed of the boat. 


Inside, sudden closing in of banks. 
Will she take the bridge? 
Wednesday 28" 


In the cool, calm silence 

The sky softly spreads. 

The trees and the reeds 

Stand round, spellbound, 
Peering with pride at 

Their perfect reflection. 

The whole world waits, 

While the last rays of sun fade. 








